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Much Ado about Nothing. | 


ACT I. 
SCENE, a Court before Leonato's Houſe. 


Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a 
Meſſenger, 
Leon. T Learn, in this letter, that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Meſſina. 

M. He is very near, by this; he was not three 
leagues off, when J left him. „ 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you loſt in 
this action? 

} Meſſ. But few of any fort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itſelf, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath beſtow'd much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine, call'd Claudio. enen. 

M:fſ. Much deſerving on his part, and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro. He hath borne him- 
ſelf beyond the promiſe of his age, doing, in the 
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meſſina, will be 
very much glad of it. 

Me. I have already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him; even ſo much, that 

joy could not ſhew itſelf modeſt enough, without a 
badge of bitterneſs. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears? 

Meſſ. In great meaſure. 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindneſs; there are no 
faces truer than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd. 

Beat, I pray you, is Signior Montanto returned 
from the wars ? 

Meſſ. 1 know none of that name, lady; there 
was none ſuch in the army, of any ſort. 

Leon. What js he that you aſk for, niece? 

: Hero, My couſin means Signior Benedick of 
adua. 

Me. O, he's return'd, and as pleaſant as ever 

e Was. 

Beat, 1 pray you, how many hath he kill'd and 
eaten, in theſe wars? But how many hath he kill'd? 
for, indeed, I promis'd to eat all of his, killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax figuior Benedick too 
much; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mey. He hath done good ſervice, lady, in theſe 
Wars. 

Beat. You had muſty victuals, and he hath help 
to eat them; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he 
hath an excellent ſtomach. 

Me. And a good ſoldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good ſoldier to a lady! But what 
8 he to a lord ? | 


Leon. You muſt not, Sir, miſtake my niece: 


kv 


dick and her; they never meet, but there's a ſkir- 
miſh between them. | ; 

Beat. Alas! he gets nothing by that. In our 
laſt conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, 
and now is the whole man govern'd with one. 80 
that, if he have wit enough to keep himſelf warm, 
let him bear it for a difference between himſelf and 
nis horſe, for it is all the wit that he hath left, to 
ve known a reaſonable creature. Who is his com- 
panion, now? He hath every month a new fworn 
brother, 7 ee * 

Me. Is it poſſible? 4 . 

Beat. Very eaſily poſſible; he wears his faith 
but as the fathion of his hat, it ever changes with 
the next block. is 

Meſſ. I ſee, lady, the gentleman isnotin yourbooks. 

Beat. No, if he were, I would burn my ſtudy, 
But, I pray you, who is his companion? 

Me. He is moſt in the company of the right 
noble Claudio, 1 

Beat. O lord, he will hang upon him, like a diſ- 
eaſe; he is ſooner caught than the peſtilence, and 
he taker runs preſently mad, God help the noble 
Claudio; if be have caught the Benedick, it will 
coſt him a thouſand pound ere he be cur d. 

Leon. You'll ne'er run mad, niece. 

Beat, No, not till a hot January, [A flouriſh. 

Meſſ. Don Pedro is Cn [ . ; 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, 

/ . and Don John. 

Pedro. Good ſignior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble. The faſhion of the world is, 
to avoid coſt, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe, in the 
likeneſs of your grace; for trouble being gone, 
comfort ſhould remain; but when you depart from 
me, ſorrow abides, and happineſs takes his leave, 

Pedro. You embrace your charge moſt willingly. 
I think this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me ſo. 

Bene, Were you in doubt, that you aſk'd her? 

Leon, Signior Benedick, no; for then you were 
a child. 

Pedro. You have it full, Benedick; you may 
gueſs by this, what you are, being a man: truly the 
lady favours herſelf. Be happy, lady, for you are 
like an honourable father. | 

Bene, If ſignior Leonato be her father, ſhe would 
not have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſſina, 
as like him as ſhe is. [ Prince and Leon. talk apart. 
Beat. I wonder that you will {till be talking, 
Signior Benedick ; nobody marks you. 


there is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Bene- 


Bene. What, my dear lady diſdain! are you yet 
living ? | 


- 
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Beat. Is it poſſible diſdain ſhould die, while ſhe 
hath ſuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Bene- 
dick? Courteſy itſelf muſt convert to diſdain, if 
you come in her prefence, 


Bene. Then is courteſy a turn-coat : but it is 


certain, I am lov'd of all ladies, only you excepted ; 
and I would I could find in my heart, that I had not 
a hard heart, for truly, I love none. 

Beat, A dear happineſs to women, they would 
elſe have been troubled with a pernicious ſuitor. 1 
thank Heav'n, and my cold blood, I am of your 
humour for that, I had rather hear my dog bark 
at a crow, than a man ſwear he loves me. 

Bene, Heav'n keep your lacyſhip till in that 
mind, ſo ſome gentleman or other ſhall *ſcape a 
predeſtinate ſcratch'd face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worſe, if 
*twere ſuch a one as yours, 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beaſt 
of yours. | 

Bene. I would my horſe had the ſpeed of your 
tongue, and fo good a continuer. But keep your 
way, a God's name, I have done. 

Beat. You always. end with a jade's trick; 1 
know you of old. | 

Pedro. | Apart.) This is the ſum of all. Leo- 
nato, Signior Claudio, and Signior Benedick ; my 
dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell 
him we ſhall ſtay here at the leaſt a-month, and he 
heartily prays ſome occaſion may detain us longer. 
1 dare ſwear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
heart. 5 
Leon. If you ſwear, my lord, you ſhall not be 
forſworn, Let me bid you welcome, my lord ; be- 
ing reconciled to the prince, your brother, I owe 
you all duty. ks | 

Fobn. I thank you; I am not of many words, 
but I thank you. | 

Leon, Pleaſe it your grace, lead on. 

Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go together. 

"MH [ Exeunt all, but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick ! 

Bene. What do you ſay, count? 

Claud. Didſt thou note the daughter of Signior | 
Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not, but I look'd on her. 

Claud. Is the not a modeſt young lady? 

Bene. Do you queſtion me, as an honeſt man 
ſhould do, for my ſimple true judgment? or would 
you have me ſpeak after my cuſtom, as being a pro- 
tefled tyrant to their ſex ? 

Claud. No. I pr'ythee ſpeak in ſober judgment. 

Bene. Why, i'faith, methinks the is too low fo! 
an high praiſe, too brown for a fair praiſe, and too 
little for a great praiſe ; only this commendation | 
can afford her, that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhe 
were unhandſome; and being no other but as ſhe 
is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou think'ſt I am in ſport. I pray thee, 
tell me truly how thou lik'ſt her? 

. Bene. Would you buy her, that you enguire after 
er? N 
Claud. Can the world buy ſuch a jewel? 
Bene. Vea, and a caſe to put it into. But ſpeak 
you this with a ſad brow ? or do you play the flout- 
ing jack? Come, in what key ſhall a man take you? 

Claud. In mine eye, ſhe is the ſweeteſt lady that 
I ever look'd on. 

Bene. I can ſee yet without ſpeRacles, and I ſee 
no ſuch matter; there's her couſin, if ſhe were not 
poſſeſt with ſuch a fury, exceeds her as much in 


S ” 


beauty, as the firſt of May doth the laſt of Decem- 


ber. But I hope you have no intent to turn hu. 
band, have you? N 

Claud. 1 would ſcarce truſt myſelf, though I hy 
ſworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 
Bene. Is't come to this, in faith? Hath not the 
world one man, but he wil! wear his cap with ſuf. 
picion ? Shall I never ſee a bachelor of threeſcore, 
again? O, fye! Go to, i'faith ; if thou wilt need 
thruſt thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, 
and ſigh away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is te. 
turn'd to ſeek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

Pedro, What ſecret hath held you here, that jou 
follow not to Leonato's houſe ? 

* I would your grace would conftrain me to 
tell, 

Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance, 

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I can be fecret 


| as a dumb man, I would have you think ſo; but on 


my allegiance, mark you this; on my allegiance, he 
is in love. With whom? Now that is your grace' 
part. Mark how ſhort his anſwer is, with Hero, 
Leonato's ſhort daughter. 

Claud. If this were ſo, ſo had he told it, 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, it is not ſo, 
22 not ſo; and indeed, Heav'n forbid it ſhould 
be ſo. 

Claud. If my paſſion change not ſhortly, Heay'n 
forbid it ſhould be otherwiſe. | 

Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady 1s, 
very well worthy. 

Claud, You ſpeak this to fetch me in, my lord, 

Pedro. By my troth, 1 ſpeak my thought. 

Claud. And in faith, my lord, I ſpoke mine. 

Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my lor“, 
I ſpeak mine. | 


Claud. That 1 love her, 1 feel. ' 


Pedro. That ſhe is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how ſhe ſhould be loved, 
nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the opinion 
that fire cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at 
the ſtake. 


Pedro. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate heretic in the 


de ſpight of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in 
the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that the brought me up, 1 likewiſe give her moſ 
humble thanks. But that I will have a recheat 
winded in my forehead, all women ſhall pardon me; 
becauſe 1 will not do them the wrong to miſtruſt 
any, I will do myſelf the right to truſt none; and 
the fine is, for the which 1 may go the figer, I will 
live a bachelor, ; 

Pedro. I ſhall ſee thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love. 

Bene. With anger, with ſickneſs, or with hun. 
ger, my lord, not with love. Prove, that ever | 
loſe more blood with love, than Iwill get again with 
drinking, pick out my eyes with a ballad-maker\ 
pen, and hang me up at the door of a brothel · houſe, 
for the ſign of blind Cupid. ; 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou doſt fall from this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a cat, 
and ſhoot at me. 

Pedro, Well, as time ſhall try; in time the fa 
vage bull doth Bear the yoke. 

Bene. The ſavage bull may, but if ever the ſen- 
ſible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns 
and ſet them in my forehead; and let me be vilely 
painted, and in ſuch great letters as they with 
© Here is good horſe to hire, let them ſignify u. 
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ſecret 
ut on 
ee, he 
race's 
Hero, 


ot fo, 
ſhould 


ſeay'n 
ady 18, 
lord, 


Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not ſpent all his qui- 
yer in Venice, thou wilt quake for this, ſhortly, 

Bhi, I look for an earthquake too, then, 

Pedro. Well, you will temporiſe with the hours. 
In the mean-time, good Signior Benedick, repair 
to Leonato's, commend me to him, and tell him 1 
vill not fail him at ſupper, for indeed he hath made 
great preparation. 

Bene, I have almoſt matter enough in me for ſuch 
an embaſſage; and ſo I commit you. 

Claud. To the tuition of Heav'n. From my houſe, 
if I had it. 

Pedro. The fixth of July, your loving friend, Be- 

edick. 

b Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not; the body of 
your diſcourſe is ſometimes guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but ſlightly baſted on, neither. 
Fre you flout old ends, any farther, examine your 
conſcience, and ſo I leave you. [Exir. 
Cloud. My liege, your higneſs may now do me 


80 . 

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but 
And thou ſhalt ſee how apt it is to learn [ how, 
Any hard leflon that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any ſon, my lord? 

Pedro. No child but Hero, ſhe's his only heir. 
Doſt thou affect her, Claudio? 

Claud. O, my lord, 

When you went onward, on this ended action, 
look d upon her with a ſoldier's eye, 

That lik'd, but had a rougher taſk in hand, 
Than to drive liking to the name of love. 

But now I am return'd, and that war thoughts 
Have left their places vacant; in their rooms 
Come thronging ſoft and delicate defires, 

All prompting me now fair young Hero is, 
Saying, 1-lik'd her ere | went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover, preſently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words, 

Jf thou doſt love fair Hero, cheriſh it, 

And 1'll brealc with her. Was't not to this end, 
That thou began'ſt to twiſt ſo fine a ſtory ? 

Claud. How ſweetly do you miniſter to love, 
That know love's grief, by his complexion! 
But leſt my liking might too ſuoden ſeem, 
| would have ſalv'd it with a longer treatiſe. 

Pedro, What need the bridge much broader than 
The faireſt grant is the neceſiity ; the flood? 
Look, what will ſerve, is fit. Lis once, thou loveſt, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know we ſhall have revelling, to-night; 
I wiil aſſume thy part in ſome diſguiſe, 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio, 
And in her boſom I'll unclaſp my heart, 
And take her hearing priſoner with the force, 
And ſtrong encounter of my amorous tale; 
Then after to her father will I break, 
And the concluſion is, the ſhall be thine. 
lo practice let us put it, preſently. 

Enter Don John and Conrade. 

Conr. What the good-jer, my lord? Why are you 
thus out of meaſure ſad? 

Jebn. There is no meaſure in the occaſion that 
breeds it, therefore the ſadneſs is without limit. 

nr. You ſhould hear reaſon. 

J4bn. And when 1 have heard it, what bleſſing 
dringeth it ? AP ; 

Conr, If not a preſent remedy, yet a patient ſuf- 
erance. | ; 


Jobn, T wonder that thou (being, as thou ſay'ſt 


[ Exeunt. 


Much Ado about Nothing: 
les my fign, © Here you may ſee Benedick the 
marry'd man. 


moral medicine, to a mortifying miſchief. I can- 
not hide what I am: I muſt be ſad, when I have 
cauſe, and ſmile at no man's jeſts; eat when I have 
a ſtomach, and wait for no man's leiſure; ſleep when 
am drowſy, and tend on no man's buſineſs; laugh 
when I am merry, and claw no man in his humour. 
Conr. Yea, but you muſt not make the full ſhow 
of this, till you may do it without controulment. 
You have, of late, ſtood out againſt your brother, 
and he hath ta'en you 'newly into his grace, where 
it is impoſſible you ſhould take root, but by the fair 
weather that you make yourſelf; it is needful that 
you frame the ſeaſon for your own harveſt. 
John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than 
a roſe by his grace; and it better fits my blood to be 
diſdain'd of all, than to faſhion a carriage to rob love 
from any. In this (though I cannot be ſaid to be a 
flattering honeſt man) it muſt not be deny'd but I 
am a plain-dealing villain. I am truſted with a 
muzzel, and infranchiſed with a clog, therefore, I 
have decreed not to ſing in my cage. If I had my 
mouth, I would bite; if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking, In the meantime, let me be that TI 
am, and ſeek not to alter me. | : 
Conr. Can you make no uſe of your diſcontent? 
Joebn. Iwill make all uſe of it, for I uſe it only, 
— Who comes here - What news, Borachio? 
Enter Borachio. 
Bora. I come yonder, from a great ſupper; the 
prince,. your brother, is royally entertain'd by Leo- 
nato; and I can give you intelligence of an in- 
tended marriage. 
Fobn. Will it ſerve for any model to build miſ- 
chief on? What is he, for a fool, that betraths him- 
ſelf to unquietneſs ? 4 
Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right-hand, 
Fobn, Who, the moſt exquiſite Claudio? 
Bora. Even he. 


Which way looks he? 
Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter, and heir 
of Leonato. | 


us thither, this may prove food to my diſpleaſure. 
That young ſtart-up hath all the glory of my over- 
throw; if I can croſs him, any way, I bleſs myſelf, 
every way,-You are both ſure, and will aſſiſt me. 

Conr. To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great ſupper, their chear is 
the greater that I am ſubdu'd; would the cook were 
of my mind, | [ Exeunt. 


1 
SCENE, a grand Hall in Leonato's Houſe. 
Enter Leonato and Antonio. 
Leon. OW came you to this? 
Art. | tell you, the prince, and Count 
Claudio, - 
Walking before ſupper in the thick pleach'd 
Alley of the orchard, were overheard by a 
Man of mine. It was agreed upon, that the prince 
ſhould in a dance, woo Hero, as for himſelf; and 
having obtain'd her, give her to Count Claudio. 
Leon. Hath the fellow any wit who tald you this? 
Ant. A good ſharp feliow. I will ſend for him, 
and you ſhall queſtion him yourſelf, | 
Leon. No, no, we will hold it as a dream, till 
it appear itſelf.-But do you acquaint my daughter 


thou art, borg under Saturn) goelt about to apply a 


withal, that ſhe may be better prepar'd for her an- 
ſwer, if peradyenture this be true, Here ſhe comgs, 


Fohbn, A proper ſquire. And who, and who? 


Jobn. A very forward March chick! Come, let 
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c Enter Hero and Beatrice. 
Leon. Was not Count John here, at ſupper? 
Ant. 1 faw him not. | 

Neat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I can 
never ſee him, but I am heart-burn'd an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very-melancholy diſpoſition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made 
juſt in the mid-way, between him and Benedick ; 
the one is too like an image, and ſays nothing; and 
the other too like my lady's eldeſt ſon, evermore 
rattling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue, in 
Count John's mouth, and half Count John's me- 
lancholy, in Signior Benedick's face 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his purſe, ſuch a man would 
win any woman in the world if he could get 
der good-wilt. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a huſband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 

Beat. For that bleſſing I am at Heaven, upon my 
knees, every morning and evening. Lord, I could 
not endure a huſband with a beard on his face, 1 
had rather lay in woollen. 

Leon. You may light upon a huſband that hath 
NO beard, f 

Beat. What ſhou!d I do with him? dreſs him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting gentlewo- 
man? He that hath a beard, is more than a youth, 
and he that bath no beard, is leſs than a man; and 
he that is more than a youth, is not fit for me; and 

| He that is leis than a man, I am not fit for him; 

therefore, I will even take fixpence in earneſt of 
the bearherd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then, get you thither. 

Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with his horns 
en his head, and ſay, Get you to heaven, Beatrice, 
get you to beaven, here's no place for you maids; 
ſo deliver I up my apes, and away to St. Peter, for 
the heavens, where the bachelors fit, and there 
live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ane. Well, niece, 1 truſt you will be rul'd by 
your father. | To Hero. 

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my couſin's duty to make 
curt'ſy, and fay, As it pleaſes you; but yet, for ail 
that, couſin, let him be a handſome fellow, or elſe 
make another curt'ſy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſes me. 
Ten. Well, niece, | hope to lee you one day fit- 
ted with a huſband. 

. Beat. Not till men are made of ſome other me- 
tal than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be 
overmatter'd with a piece of valiant duſt? to make 
' mccount of her life to a clod of wayward marle ? 
No, uncle, I'll none. Adam's ſons are my brethren, 
and, truly, I hold it a fin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what 1 told you; it 
the prince dv ſolicit you in that kind, you know 
your anfwer. 

* Beat. The fault will be in the myfic, couſin, if 
you de not woo'd in good time; if the prince be too 
importunate, tell him there is meaſure in every 
thing, and to dance out the anſwer: for hear me, 
Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting, is 2 Scotch 
Je, a meaſure, and a cingue-pace; the firſt ſuit is 
hot and hatty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantaf- 
tiral; the wedding manne:ly-modefſt, as a meaſure, 
full of ſtate and ancientrv; and then comes repen- 
tance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the cinque. 
pace, fafter and ſaſter, till ne ſinks into his grave. 

Leon. Couſin, you apprehend pany ſhrewdly. 

Bear. 1 have a good eye, uncle; I can fee a church 


by eay-tight © © Aue plays: 
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Leon. The revellers are entering, brother; make 
good room. [Mufic again. 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazyr 

and others, in Maſquerade. | 

Pedro. Lady, will you walk away with your friend} 

Hero. So you walk ſoftly, and look ſweetly, and 
ſay nothing, I am yours for the walk, and eſpecially 
when 1 walk away. 7 

Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may ſay ſo, when I pleaſe. 
| Pedro. And when pleaſe you to ſay ſo? 

Hero. When [I like your favour; for Heaven de. 
fend the lute ſhould be like the caſe. 

Pedro. My viſor is Philemon's roof, within the 
houſe is Jove. \ 

Hero. Why, then, your viſor ſhould be thatch'd. 

Pedro. Speak low, if you ſpeak love. | 

Balth. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own ſake, for | 
have many ill qualities, 

Balth. Which is one? 


— I ſay my prayers aloud. 
Balib. I love you the better, the hearers may cry, 
Amen, 


Marg. Luck match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg. And keep him out of my fight when the 
dance is done: anſwer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words; the clerk is anſwer'd. 

[A dance by the Maſqueraders, 

Beat, Will you not tell me who told you ſo? 

Bene. No, you ſhall pardon me. 

Heat. Nor will you not tell me who you are? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat. That I was diſdainful, and that I had my 
good wit out of the hundred merry tale ell, 
this was Signior Benedick that ſaid ſo. 

Bene. What's he? 

Beat. I ami ſure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

heat, Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he? 

Heat. Why, he is the prince's jeſter; a very dull 
fool; his only gift is in deviſing impoſhble Nanders: 
none but libertines delight in him, and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy; for 
he both pleaſes men, and angers them; and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him; 1 am ſure he is 
in the fleet, I would he had boarded me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, 1']1 tell him 
what you ſay. 

Beat. Do, do; he'll but break a compariſon or 
two on me, which peradventure, not mark'd or not 
iaugh'd at, ſtrikes him into melancholy, and then 
there's a pertridge wing ſav'd; for the ol will eat 
no ſupper that night, We muſt follow the leaders, 

Bene.” In every good thing. 

Heat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 4 [ Exeunt. 
Manent Don John, Claudio, and Borachio. 

Fobn. Now then for a trick of contrivance. Sure 
my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath withdrawn 
her father, to break with him about it; the ladies 
follow her, and but one viſor remains. L 
| Ber, And that is Claudio; 1 know him by hit 
bearing. 

Jaun. Are you not Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well, I am he. : 
Jabn. Signior, you are very near my brother in 
' his love, he is enamour'd on Hero; 1 pray you, dif- 
ſuade him from her, ſhe is no equal for his birth; 
you may do the part of an honeſt man in it. 


Claud. How now you he lovgs her? 
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„T heard him ſwear his affection. 

Bor. So did I, too; and he ſwore he would marry 
der to-night. 

Jobn. Come, let us to the banquet, | 
 _ [Exeunt John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus anſwer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio. 
"Tis certain ſo— the prince wooes for himſelf. 
Friendſhip is conftant, in all other things, 
6zve in the office and affairs of love; 
Therefore, all hearts in love, uſe your own tongues, 
Let every eye negotiate for itſelf, 
And truſt no agent; beauty is a witch, | 
Againſt whoſe charms faith melted into blood. 
This is an accident of hourly proof, A 
Which I miſtruſted not,-Farewel, then, Hero! 

Enter Benedick. 

Hene. Count Claudio? - 

Claud. The fame. 

Nene. Come, will you go with me? 

chaud. Whither ? . 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
bufineſs, Count. What faſhion will you wear the 


gariand of? about your neck, like an uſurer's chain? | 


or vader your arm, like a lieutenant's ſcarf? you 
mu't wear it one way, for the prince hath got your 
Hero, 

Claud. 1 wiſh him joy of her. 

Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt drover; 
ſo they ſell bullocks: but did you think the prince 
would have ſerved you thus? | 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bere. Nay, now you ftrike like the blind man; 
'twas the boy that ſtole your meat, and you'll beat 
the poſt, 

Card, If it will not be, I'll leave you. [ Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he creep 
into ſedges, But that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know 
me, and not know me! the prince's fool! ha! it 
may be I go under that title, becauſe I am merry; 
ven, but ſo J am apt to do myſelf wrong: I am not 
lo reputed, It is the baſe (tho' bitter) diſpoſition 
of Beatrice, that puts the world into her perſon, 
and ſo gives me out; well, I'll be reveng'd as | may. 

Enter Don Pedro, | 

Pedro, Now, Signior, where's the Count? Did 
you ſee him? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have play'd the part of 
Lady Fame, I found him here, as melancholy as 
2 lodge in a warren. I told him (and, I think, told 
him true) that your grace had got the will of this 
young lady; and I offer'd him my company to a wil- 
low-tree, either to make him a garland, as being 
res br to bind him a rod, as being worthy to 

e ipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt! What's his fault? 

Bene, The flat tranſgreſſion of a ſchool- boy; who, 
being overjay'd with finding a bird's neſt, ſhews it 
his companion, and he ſteals it. : 


Pedro, Wilt thou make a truſt a tranſgreſſion? 


the tranſgreſſion is in the ſtealer. | N 

Bene, Vet it had not been amiſs the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he 
might have worn himſelf, and the rod he,might have 


deſtow d on you, who (as I take it) have ſton his 


dird's neſt. 
Fedro. 1 will but teach them to ſing, and reſtore 


m to the owner. 
Bene. If their finging anſwer your ſaying, by my 
fir you ſay honeſtly. 


Tate. The Lady Beatrice bath a quarrel to you; 


r* 


che genyjeman that danc'd with her, told her ſhe's 
much wrong'd by you. | ' * 2 
Bene. O, ſhe miſus'd me, paſt the indurance of 2 
block; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would 
have anſwer'd ber; my very viſor began to aſſume 
life, and ſcold with her! She told me, net thinking 
I had been myſelf, that I was the prince's jeſter, 


and that J was duller than, a great thaw; huddling 


jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch impetuous conveyance upon 


me, that I ſtood like a man at a mark, with a. 
whole army ſhooting at me; ſhe ſpeaks. poniards, 
and every word ſtabs; if her breath were as terrible 
as her terminations, there were no living near her, 


©} ſhe would infect to the north-ſtar; I would not 


mary her, though ſhe were endowed with all that 
Adam had left him, before he tranſgreſs'd; the 
would have made Hercules have turn'd the ſpit, yea 
and have cleft his club to make the fire, too. L 
would to Heaven ſame ſcholar would conjure her; 
for certainly while ſhe is here, a man may live as 
quiet in hell, 2s in a ſanctuary; and people fin upon 
purpoſe, becauſe they would go thither; ſo, indeedg 
a!l ditquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 
Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato, and Hero. 
Pedro. Look, here ſhe comes. 

Bene, Will your grace command me any ſervice 
to the world'send? I will go on the lighteſt errand 


. | now, to the Antipodes, that you can deviſe to ſend: 


me on; I will fetch you a tooth-picker from the 
fartheſt inch of Aſia? bring you the length of Preſ- 
ter John's foot; fetch you a hair of the great Cham's 
beard; do you any embaſſage to the pigmies; rather 
than hold three words conference with this harpy t 
you have no emp'oyment for me? | 

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O lord, Sir, here's a diſh 1 love not. 1 
cannot endure this lady's tongue.  [Exir, 

Pedro. Come, lady, came, you have Joſt the heart 
of Signior Benedick. You have put him down, la- 
dy; you have put him down. 

Beat. So I would not he ſhould do me, my lord, 
leſt I ſhould prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought Count Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeek. 

Pedro. Why, how now, Count, wheiefore are 
you ſad? 2 | 

Claud. Not ſad, my lord. | ? 

Pedro. How then? fick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 8 

Beat. The Count is neither ſad, nor ſick, nor mer - 
ry, nor well; but civil, Count, civil as an orange, 
and ſomething of its jealous complexion. * 

Pedro. I faith, lady, 1 think your blazon to be 
true; though 1'11 be ſworn, if he be fo, his conceit 
is falſe. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, 
and fair Hero is won; I have broke with her father, 
and his good-will obtained; name the day of mar- 
riage, and Heav'n give thee joy. 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with, 
her my fortunes; his grace has made the match, and 
all grace ſay amen to it. . 
Beat. Speak, Count, "tis your cue. P 
Claud. Silence is the perfeteſt herald of joy; I 
were but little happy, if I coyld ſay how much, 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours; I give away. 
myſelf for you, and doat upon the exchange. | 
Reat. Speak, couſin, or (if you cannot) ſtop big, 
mouth with a kiſs, and let not him ſpeak, neither, 

Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat, Yea, my lord, I thank it, fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care: my couſin tells him io hie 
ear, that he is in her heart. 


| Clend. Ang fe ihe doth, couſin, 
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Beat. Good Lord, for alliance! Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and Tam ſun-burn'd; I may 
fit in a corner, and cry, Heigh ho! for a hufband, 


Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 will get you one. 

Beat, 1 would rather have one of your father's get- 
ting; hath your grace nee a brother like you? Your 
father got excellent huſbands, if a maid could come 
by them. ee Frith 

Pedro. Will you have me, lady? 

Beat. No; my lord, onleſs I might have another 


for working-days; your grace is too coſtly to wear | 


every day: but 1 beſeech your grace pardon me, I 
was born to ſpeak all mitthz* and no matter. 
Pedro. Your filence moſt offends me, and to be 
metry beſt becomes you; for out of queſtion you were 
Born in a metry hour. 

Beat. No, ſure, my lord, my mother cry'd; but 
then there was a ftar danc'd, and under that 1 was 
Born:—Coufins, Heav'n give you joy! 
Leon. Niece, will you look to thoſe things I told 


Bear. I cry you mercy,” uncle: by your grace's 
don. n Exit Beatrice. 
Pedro. By my troth, a pleaſant-ſpirited lady.— 

Count Claudio, when mean you to ga to church? 

Claud. To- morro w, my ford; time goes on crutches 
till love have Il its rites, . | 

Tess. Nor till Monday, my dear fon, and a time 
too brief too, to have all things anſwer my mind. 

Pedro. Come, you thake the head at fo long a 
breathing; but T'witrant thee, Claudio, the time 
Hall not go dully by us. I will, in the interim, un- 
dertakce one of Hercules's labours, which is to bring 
Signior Benedick and the Lady Beatrice intoa moun- 
tain of affection, the one with the other; I would fain 
have it à match, and I doubt not to faſhion it, if you 
three will but miniſter ſuch afſiſtance as I ſhall give 
you direction. N 

Teon. My lord, T am for you, though it coſt me 
ten nights watchings. Fog 

Claud. And I, my lord. 12 
Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero. I will do any modeſt office, my lord, to help 
my couſin to a good huſband. 

Pedro. And Benedick i not the unhopefuteft huſ- 
band that I know: thus far 1 can praiſe him, he is 
of a noble train, of approv'd valdur, and confirm'd 
honeſty. I will teach you how to humour your cou- 
fin, that ſhe ſhall fall in love with Benedick; and l, 
with your two helps, will ſo practiſe on Benedick, 
that, in deſpight of his quick wit, and his queaſy flo- 
mach, he ſhall fall in loyt with Beatrice: if we can 
d' this, Cupid is yo longer an archer, his glory fhail 
be ours. Goin with ne, and I will tell you my drift. 
5 Mes Hayy 3 #- [Exeunt. 
Enter Don John and Borachio. 

Jobn. Is it ſo, the Count Claudio ſhall marry the 
daughter of Leonato? © ; 
Dora. Vea, my lord; but I can croſs it. 
FJobn. Any bar, any croſs, any impediment, will 
be medicinable to me; 1 am fick in diſpleaſure to 
him, and whatſoever comes athwart his affe tion, 
ranges evenly with mine. How'canſt thou croſs his 
marriage? oF. 
Bera. Not honeftly, my lord; but ſo covertly, that 
no diſhoneſty ſhall appear in me. 8 
2 Shew me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordſhip, a year ſince, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait- 
ing gentlewoman to Hero. ; 

Feobn, I remember, 


Bara. I can, at any unſeaſonable inflant of the 


| come in my grace, 


pw < 1 — V — py — 
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night, appoint her to look out at her lady's hawhar, 
1 67 vi wa he a 
Jobn. What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage? | 35 

Bora. The poiſon of that lies in you to temper; 
go you to the prince, your brother, ſpare not to tel] 
him, that he hath wrong'd his honour, in marrying 
the renown'd Claudio, (whoſe eſtimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one 
as Hero, rs | | 

Jobn. What proof ſhall I make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to miſuſe the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, to kill Leonato; look you 
for any other ifſue ? 

John, Only to deſpight them, I will endeavour 
any thing. | 

Bora. Go, then, find me a meet hour to draw 


| 
4 
Don Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone; tell 


them that you know Hero loves me; and in à kind 


of zeal, both to the prince and Claudia as in love 
of your brother's honour, who hath made this 
match, (and his friend's reputation, who is thus 
like to be cozen'd with the temblance of a maid) 
that you have diſcover'd thus. They will hard!y be. 
lieve chis, without trial: offer them inſtances, 
which ſhall bear no leſs likelihood, than to ſee me 
at her chamber-window, hear me call Margaret, 
Hero; hear Margaret term me Borachio; and 
bring them to ſee this, the very night before the 
intended wedding; for in the mean time J will fo 
faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhalt be abſent, and 
there ſhall appear ſuch ſeerffing proofs of Hero's 
| diſloyalty, that jealauſy ſhall be call'd aſſurance, and 
all the preparation overthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adverſe iſſue it can; [ 
will put it in practice: be cunning in the working 
of this, and thy fee is a thouſand ducats, 

Bora. Be thou conſtant in the accuſation, and 
my cunning ſhall not ſhame me. 

Fobn, I will preſently go learn their day of mar- 
riages - [ Excunt, 


SCENE, Leonato's Garden. 


Enter Benedick. 


Bene, I do much wonder, that one man ſeeing 
how much another man is a fool, when he dedicates 
his behaviours to love, will, after he bas laught at 
ſuch ſhallow follies in others, become the argument 
of his own ſcorn, by falling in love ! and ſuch a man 
is Claudio. 1 have known when there was no mu- 
ſick with him, but the drum and the ſife, and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have 
known when he would have walk'd ten mile 
afoat, to ſee a goed armour z and now will he lie 
ten nights awake, carving the faſhion of a nev 
doublet. He was wont to ſpeak plain, And to the 
purpoſe; like an honeſt man and a ſoldier, and now 
he's turn'd orthographer, his words are a very fan- 
taſtical banquet, juſt ſo many ſtrange diſhes. May 
I be fo converted, and ſee with theſe eyes? I can» 
not tell; I think not. Iwill not be ſworn, but 
love may transform me to an oyſter; but I'll take 
my oath on it, till he have made an oyſter of me, 
he ſhall never make me ſuch a fool; one woman 
is fair, yet I am well; another is wiſe, yet I am 
well; another virtuous. yet I am well. But till 
all graces be in one woman, one woman ſhall not 
Rich ſhe thall be, that's cer- 
tainz wiſe, or I'll none; virtuous, or I'll never 
cheapen her; fair, or I'll never look on her; mild, 
or come not near me; noble, or not I; of good 
diſcourſe, an excellent muſician, and her hair ſhall 
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ü ove; I will hide me in the arbour. 
n 704 [ Goes into the harbour, 
Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthaſar. 

Pedro. Come, ſhall we hear this muſick ? 
Claud. Vea, my good lord; how ſtill theeveningis! 
huſh'd on ſe to grace harmony. 
die See — 41 79 Benedick hath hid bimſelf? 
Come, Balthaſar, we'll hear that ſong again. 
Balth. O good my lord, tax not ſo bad a voice, 
To ſlander muſick any more than once. 
Pedro. It is the witneſs ſtill of excellency, 
To put a ſtrange face an his own perfection; 
] pray thee Gng, and let me woo no more. 
Balth, I will, my lord. 
Bene. Now for a divine air; how will they be 


raviſh'd! Is it not ſtrange that ſheep's guts ſhould |. 


hale ſouls out of men's bodies? Well, a horn for my 
money, when all's done. | 
- $ © N.. 8. 
Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in ſea, and one on ſhore, 3 
1o one thing conflant never. 
Then ſigh net ſo, but let them go, 
And be you blithe and merry, 
Converting all your ſounds of Woe 
Inuta hey down derry. 
Sing no more ditties, ſing no more, 
Net be you dull or whining; 
len have been falſe, and will be ſo 
While Wa maids are pining. 
Then figh not ſo, &c. 2 

Pedro. By my troth, a good ſong. 

Baltb. And an ill finger, my lord. 

Bene, If he had been a dog that ſhou'd have 
howl'd thus, they would have hang'd him, and I 
pray Heav'n his bad voice boge no miſchief; I had 
as lief have heard the night-raven. 

Pedro. Doſt thou hear, Balthaſar? I pray thee 
g*t us ſome excellent mufickz for to-morrow we 
would have it at the lady Hero's chamber-window, 

Balth, The beſt 1 can, my lord. [ Exit. Balthaſar. 

Pedro. Do ſo; farewel, Come hither, Leonato ! 
what was it you told me of, to-day, that your niece 
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick ? 

Bene. How's this? a | 

Claud. O, ay, ftalk on; ſtalk on, the fowl fits. 
I did never think that lady would have loved any 
man. 

Lean. No, nor I neither; but moſt wonderful, 
that ſhe ſhould ſo doat on Signior Benedick, whom 
he hath, in all outward behaviour, ſeem'd ever to 
abhor, | 

Bene. Is't poſſible! fits the wind in that corner! 

+ By my troth, my Jord, I cannot tell what 
to think of it; but that ſhe loves him with an en- 
nged aftetion, it is paſt the infinite of thought. 

Pedro. May be ſhe doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon, Counterfeit! there was never counterfeit 
of paſſion came ſo near the life of paſſion as he 
Ulcovers it, PLS” 8 

Pedro. Why, what effects of paſſion ſhews ſhe? 

Claud, Bait the hook well, the fiſh will bite. 


Leon, What effect, my lord? the will fit you——you | 


deard my daughter tell you how. Fd 
Clard. She did, indeed. ok 
Pedra. How, how, 1 pray you? you amaze me. 


I would have thought her ſpirit had been invincible 


aint all aſſaults of affection. 4 


Much Ado about Nothing, | 


Bene. I ſhould think this a gull, but that the 
white-bearded fellow ſpeaks it. Knavery cannot 
ſure hide himſelf in ſach reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en th' infection. Hold it up, 

Pedro. Hath ſhe made her affection known” to 
Benedick ? 

Leon. No, and ſwears the 
torment, 

Bene. So, (0! "NY | 

Leon. My daughter ſays, the extaſy hath ſo muck 
overborne her, that ſhe is ſometimes afraid the will 
do deſperate outrage to herſelf, ; 

Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it, 
by ſome other, if ſhe will not diſcover it. I pray 
you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will ſay. 

Leon. Were it good, think you? 

Claud. Tis very poſſible he'll ſcorn ir; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible ſpirit, 

Bene. Very well!- TE. 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it 
out with good counſel. | —_— 

Leon. Nay, that's impoſſible; ſhe may wear her 
heart out firſt, 

Pedro, Well, we will hear farther of it by your 
daughter: let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well, and I could wiſh, he would modeſty examine 
himſelf, to ſee how much he is unworthy to have 
ſo good a lady, gf * ad . | 

Leon. My lord, will you walk? Dinner is ready. 

Claud. If he do not doat on her, upon this, I will 
never truſt my expectation. 

Pedro. Let there be the ſame net ſpread for her, 
and that muſt your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry; the ſport will be, when each holds an opi- . 
nion of the other's dotage, and' no ſuch matter, 
That s the ſcene that I would ſee, Let us ſend her 
to call him in to dinner. _ [Exennt 

Bene, This can be no trick; the conference w; 
ſadly born; they have the truth of this from Hero; 
they ſeem to pity the lady; it ſeems her affections 
have the full bent. Love me! why it muſt be re- 
quited: I hear how I am cenſured; they ſay I will 
bear myſelf proudly, if I perceive the love come 
from her; they ſay too, that ſhe will rather die, 
than give any fign of affection— I did never think 
to marry—1 muſt not ſeem proud Happy are they 
that hear their detractions, and can put them to 
mending. They ſay the lady is fair—"tis a truth, 
| can bear them witneſs—And virtuous—"Tis ſo, 
I cannot reprove it. And wiſe, but for loving me 
By my troth, it is no addition to her wif, nor no 
great argument of her folly; for I will be horribly 
in love with her—I may chance to have ſome ddd 
quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, becauſe 
I have. rail'd ſo long againſt marriage. But doth 
not the appetite alter? A man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot endure-in his age. Shalt 
quips and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the 
brain, awe a man from the career of his humour? 
No: the world muſt be peopled. When I faid 1 
ould die a batchelor, I did not think I ſhould live 
till 1 were marry'd. Here comes Beatrice, By 
this day, the's a fair lady, I do ſpy ſome marks of 
love in her. $665 

Enter Beatrice. 
Beat. Againſt my will; I am ſent to bid you come 
in to dinner. = a 
Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 
Beat. I took no more pains for thoſe thanks, 


never will; that's her 


Leen, I would have ſworn it had; my lord, eſpe- 
vally againſt Benedick. Nr 


* 
23 


than you take pains to thank me; if it had been 

painful, I would not have come. 

| * You take pleaſure, then, in the meſſage? 
2 : mm 


10 
Beat, Vea, juſt ſo much as ydu may take upon a 

- knife's point, and choak'a daw withal, You have 
no ſtomach, ſignior. Fare you well. [Exit. 
Bene. Ha! How's this! Againſt my will, | am 
fent to bid you come in to dinner: there's a double 
meaning in that. . I took no more pains for thoſe 
thanks, than you took pains to thank me. That's 
das much as to ſay, any pains that 1 take for you, 
© Is as eaſy as thanks, If 1 do not take pity of ber, 
I am a villain; if I do not love her, I am a Jew. 


I will go get Her picture. [ Exit. 
FRY . 


8 c ENE continues in the Garden, | 
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urſula. 


OOD Margaret, run thee into the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou find my couſin Beatrice; 
Whiſper her ear, and tell her, I and Urſula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 

Is all of her. Say that thou overheard'ſt us, 

And bid her ſteal into the pleached bower, 

To liſten to our purpoſe. This is thy office; 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant, preſently. 

» Exit, 
Hero. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth — 

As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk muſt only be of Benedick; 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 

To praiſe him more than ever man did merit, 

My talk to thee, muſt be how Benedick 

Is tick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 

Is litde Cupid's crafty arrow made, | 

That only wounds by hear-ſay. Now begin; 

Enter Beatrice. | 

Far look where Beatrice, like a lapwing runs, 

Cloſe by the ground, to hear our conference. 

The pleaſant'ſt angling, is to ſee the fſiſh 

Cut with her golden oars the ſilver ftream, 

And greedily devoun the treacherous bait. 
Urju. Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 
Hero, Then yo we near ber, that her ear loſe 

nothing | 

Of the falſe ſweet bait that we lay for it. 

No, truly, Urſula, ſhe's too diſdainful; 

I know ber ſpirits are as coy and wild, 

As baggards of the rock. 

u. But are you fure | 

That Benedick loves Beatrice ſo intirely ? 

* . So ſays the prince, and my neu- trothed 

ord. 

They did intreat me to acquaint her of it; 

But I perſuaded them, if they lov'd Benedi 

To with him wreſtle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urſu. Why did you ſo? Doth not the gentleman 

Deſerve as full, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon ? 

Hero. O god of love! I know he doth deſerve 

As much as may be yielded to a man; 

Bur nature never fram'd a woman's keart 

Of prouder ftuff, than that of Beatrice. 

Diſdain and ſcorn ride ſparkling in her eyes, 

Miſprizing what they look on; and her wit 

Values itſelf ſo highly, that to her 

All matter elſe ſeems weak. She cannot love, 

Nor take no ſhape nor project of affection, 

She is ſo ſelf-endear'd. | 

Urſu. Sure I think ſo; 
And therefore, certainly it were not good 


Hero. 
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She knew his love, leſt ſhe make fport at it. 
Hero. Why, you ſpeak truth. I never yet ſay 
man, 
How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 
She'd ſwear the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter; 
If black, why nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill- headed; 
If low, an aglet very vilely cut; 
If ſpeaking, why, a vane, blown with all winds; 
If filent, why, a black, moved with none. 
So turns ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, 
And never gives to truth and virtue that - 
Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. 
U-ſu. Sure, lure, ſuch carping is not commendable, 
Hero. But who dare tell her ſo ? If I ſhould ſpeak, 
She'd mock me into air; O, ſhe wauld laugh me 
Out of myſelf; preſs me to death with wit. 
Therefore, let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Conſume away in fighs, waſte inwardly; 
It were a bitter death to die with mocks. 
Urſu, Yet tell her of it; hear what ſhe will (ay, 
Hero. No, rather | will go to Benedick, 
And counſel him to fight againſt his paſhon, 
And, truly, Pl devife ſome honeſt ſlanders 
To ſtain my couſin with. One doth not know 
How much an ill word may impoiſon liking. 
} Urſu., O, do not do vour coufin ſuch a wrong. 
She cannot be ſo much without true judgment, 
(Having fo ſweet and excellent a wit, 
As the is priz'd to have) as to refuſe 
So rate a gentleman as Benedick. 
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name, 
N. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When are you married, Madam ? | 
Hero. Why, every day, to-morrow. Come, goin, 
I'll ſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me, to-morrow. 
Urju. She's ta'en, | warrant you; we have caught 
her, Madam. 
Herd. If it prove fo, then loving goes by haps ; 
Some Cupids kill with arrows, ſome with traps. 
[Exeunt, 
Bear. What fire is in my ears? Can this be true? 
Stana I condemn'd for pride and ſcorn much? 
Contempt, tarewel, and maiden pride adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of ſuch, 


And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee; 


Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand. 
If thou dof love, my kindneſs ſhall incite thee; 


| Love as thou wilt, Beatrice ſhall requite thee. 


[ Exit, 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. 
Pedro. I do but Nay till your marriage be con- 
ſummate, and then I go toward Arragon. 
Claud. I'li bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchſafe me. ww, 
Pedro. Nay, I will only be bold with Benedick 
for his company; for, from the crown of his head 
to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth. He hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-ftring, and the lit- 
{tle hangman dare not ſhoot at him: he hath a heart 
as ſound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapperj 
for what his heart thinks, his tongue ſpeaks. 
Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 
Leen. So ſay I; methinks you are ſadder. 
Claud. I hope he is in love. N 
Pedro. Hang him, truant, there's no true drop of 
blood In him, to be truly touch'd with love; if he 
be fad, he wants money. 
Bene. I have the tooth- ach. 
Pedro. Draw it, 


Pedro. What ! ſgh for the tooth - ach? 
Lion. Which is but a humour, ors warm. . 
Bene. Well, every one casa maſter a grief, but he 

that has it. | F ; 
Claud. Yet ſay I, he is in love. If he be not in 

love with ſome woman, there is no believing old 

ſigns. He bruſhes his hat a mornings j what ſhould 

at bode ? . 
den Nay, he rubs himſelf with civit; can you 
ſmell him out, by that? 7 

Claud. That's as much as to ſay, the ſweet youth's 
in love. 

Pedro. The greateſt note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud. Nay, but his jeſting ſpirit, which is now 
creþt into a lute · ſtring. : | 2 

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. 
Conclude he is in love. | . 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

Pedro. That would 1 know, too. I warrant, one 
that knows him not. | 

Claud. Yes, apd his ill conditions; and in deſpight 
of all, dies for him. 

Pedro. Indeed! the ſhall be buried with her heels 
upwards, , ts POP 

Bene. Vet this is no charm for the tooth-ach.— 
Old ſighior, walk aſide with me, I have ſtudied eight 
or nine wiſe words to ſpeak to you, which theſe hob- 
by-horſes muſt not hear, [Exit with Leon. 

Pedro, For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice, a | 

Claud. Tis even ſo. Hero and Margaret have, 
by this, play'd their parts with, Beatrice; and then 
the two bears will not bite one another when they 
meet. | 

; Enter Don John. 
' Jobn, My lord and brother, Heav'n ſave you. 

Pedro. Good den, brother. 

Jobn. If you're leiſure ſery'd, I would ſpeak with 
jou. : 

Pedro. In private? 

Jobn. It ic pleaſe you: yet, Count Claudio may 
hear, for what I would ſpeak of concerns him. 

Pedro. What's the matter? 

Jebn. Meang your lordſhip to be married to- mor- 
row ? [To Claudio. 

Pedro. You know he does. 
\ Jobn. I know not that, when he knows what I 

now, 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you 
diſcover it. . 

Foba, Y ou may think I love you not; let that ap- 
pear hereafter, and aim better at me by that | now 
will manifeſt; for my brother, I think, he holds you 
well, and in dearneſs of heart, hath holp to effect 
your enſuing marriage: ſurely, ſuit ill ſpent, and la- 
bout ill beſtow'd. 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter? 

Jabn. I came hither to tell you, and circumftan- 
tes ſharten'd, (for ſhe hath been too long a talking 
of) the lady is diſloyal. 

Claud. Who, Hero? 

Jobn, Even ſhe, Leonato's Hero, your Hero, 
every man's Hero! 7 

Claud. Difloyal? : 

| Fobn, The word is too good to paint out her wick- 


edneſs; I could ſay ſhe were worſe, Think you of 


a worſe title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not, 
till further warrant. Go but with me, to- night, 
and you ſhall ſeg her chamber-window enter'd, even 
the night before her wedding-day; if you love her, 
then to-morrow wed her; but jt would better fit your 
honour to change your mind, 


Auch Ado about Nothing, 


Ar 
Pedro. L will not think it, * 15 
Jobn. If ynu date not truſt that you ſee, confeſs 
not that you know, If you will follow me, I will 
ſhew you enough; and when you have ſeen more, and 
heard more, proceed accordingly. 
Claud. If I ſee any thing, to-night, why I ſhould 
not marry her, to-morrow, in the congregation v 
I ſhould wed, there will 1 ſhame her. 

Pedro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I 
will join with thee to diſgrace her. 

Jobn. I will diſparage her no farther, till you are 
my witneſſes; bear it coldly but till night, and let 
the iflue ſhew itſelf, [ Exeunts 

SCENE, rhe Street. 
Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch. 
Dogh. Are you good men and true? 
Verg. Yea, or elſe it were pity but they ſhould 
(ufter ſalvation, body and ſoul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a puniſhment too good for 
them, if they ſhould have an allegiance in themz 
being choſen for the prince's watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. Firſt, who think you the moſt diſartleſs 
man to be conſtable? | 

1 Watch, Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George Seacoal; 
for they can write and read. | 

Dagb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. Heav'n 
hath bleſt you with a good name: to be a well-fa- 
vour'd man is the gift of fortune, but to write and 
read, comes by nature, aL 
2 Watch. Both which, maſter conſtable=—— - 
Degb. You have. 
2 Watch, I have. 
Dogh. 1 knew it would be your anſwer. Well, for 
your favour, Sir, why, give Heav'n thanks, and makes 
no boaſt of it; and for your writing and reading, let 
that appear when there is no need of ſuch vanity. 
You are thought, here, to be the moſt ſenſeleſs and 
fit man for the conſtable of the watch, therefore bear 
you the lanthorn; this is your charge; you ſhall 
comprehend all vagrom men; you are to bid any man 
itand, in the prince's name. 
| 2 Watch. How, if he will not ftand? 

Dogb. Why, then, take no note of him, but let 
him go, and preſently call the reſt of the watch to- 
gether, and thank Heav'n you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's ſubjefts. { 

Degb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince's ſubjects. You ſhall alſo make no 
noiſe in the ſtreets; for the watch to babble and talk, 
is moſt tolerable, and not to be endur'd. 

2 Watch. We will rather ſleep, than talk; we 
know what belongs to a watch, 

Degb. Why, you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt 
quiet watchman, for I cannot ſee how ſleeping ſhould 
oftend; only have a care that your bills be not ſtolen. 
Well, you are to call at all the alehouſes, and bid 
them that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How, if they will not? ' 

Dogb. Why, then, let them alone till they are 
ber; if they make you not then the better anſwer, 
you may ſay, they are not the men you took them 
tor, 0 6 
2 Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may ſuſpeR him, 


ſuch kind of men, the leſs you meddle or make with 
them, why the more is for your honeſty. 
2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, ſhall we 


Card, May this be ſq? 


lay hands on him? 


Dogh. Truly, by your office you may; but I think 


% 


by virtue of your office, to be no true man; and for 


— — 


— 


— 
2 


—— 


and then all to bed. 


this faſhion is? how giddily he turns about all the 


12 
they that touch pitch, will be defil'd; the moſt 
peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief, is to 
let him ſhew himſelf what he is, and ſteal out of 
your, compang. | | 
Verg. You have been always call'd a merciful man, 


pactuer. 

- Dogb. Truly I would not hang a dog, by my will, 
much more a man who hath any honefty in him. 

- erg. Lf. you hear a child cry in the night, you 
muſt call to the nurſe, and bid her till ĩt. 

„ Watch. How if the nurſe be aſleep, and will not. 
hear us? a 
Dag. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the 
* her with wing: for a ewe that will not 
hear her lamb when it baes, will never anſwer a calf 
when he bleats. . | 
. Ferg. Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
fable, are to preſent the prince's own perſon ; if you 
moet the prince in the night, you may ſtay him. 

Verg. Nay, by'r lady, that I think he cannot. 

© Dogb. Five ſhillings to one on't, with any man 
that knows the ſtatutes, he may ſtay him; marry, 
not without the prince be willing : for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man; and it is an offence 
to ſtay a man againſt his will. 

Verg. By'r lady, I think it be fo. 

- Dogs. Ha, ha, ha! Well, maſters, 
an there be any matter of weight chances, cali me 
up; keep your fellows council and your own, and 
good night. -Come, neighbour. ds 
2 Watch. Well, maſters, we hear our charge; 
let us go fit here, upon the church; bench, till two, 


| 


© Dopb. One word more, honeſt neighbours. 1 
pray you, watch about Signior Leomato's door, for 
the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a 
great coil, to-night, Adieu; be vigilant, I beſeech 
| N.4 [ Exeunt Dogb, and Verg. 
) * Eniter Borachio and Conrade. 
Bora. What, Conrade! | 
1 Watch. Peace, ſtir not. , 
Bora. Conrade, I fay. | 
Conr. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 
Bora. Stand near me, and 1 will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 
1 Watch. Some treaſon, maſters; yet ſtand cloſe. 
Bara. Therefore, know, I have earned of Don 
John a thouſand ducats. . 
Corr. Is it poſſible that any villainy ſhould be ſo 


[ Afde. 


* _ Bora. Thou ſhould'R rather aſk if it were poſſible 
any villainy ſnould be ſo cheap! for when rich vil- 
lains have need of poor ones, poor ones may make 
what price they will. 

 Conr. I wonder at it. 29 

Bora. That ſhews thou art unconfirm'd; thou 
knoweſt that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat, or 
a dloak, is nothing to a man, 

Conr. Yes, it is apparel. ; 

Bora, I mean the faſhion, 

Conr. Yes, the faſhion is the Faſhion. 

Bora. Tuſh, I may as well ſay, the fool's the fool. 
But ſeeſt thou, not what a deformed thief this 
faſhion is? . | 

1 Watch. I know that Deformed; he has been a 


vile thief, this ſeven years; be goes up and down, | 


like a gentleman. I remember his name. 


Za. Didſt thou not hear fomebody? | 


Conr. No, twas the vaue on the houſe. - 
Sora. Seaſt thou not, I ſay, what a deformed thief, 


Much Ado about Nothing: 


good night; | 


Cenr. Art not chou, thyſelf, giddy with the faſhida 
that thou haft ſhifted out of thy tale, into tel. 
ting me of the faſhion ? OY 

Bora, Not ſo, neither- But know, that T hay 
to-night, woo'd Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentle, 
woman, by the name of Hero. She leans me out 
at her rhiſtreſs's chamber-window ; bids me a thoy. 
ſand times good night I tell this tale, vilely.... 
I ſhould firft'tel{ rhee how the prince, Claudio, and 
my maſter, planted, and placed, and poſſeſſed by my 
maſter, Don John, ſaw far off in the orchard, thi; 
amiable encounter, U 

Conr. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio; 
but the devil, my maſter, knew ſhe was Margaret, H 
Away went Claudio enraged, ſwore he would meet 
her, as he was appointed next morning at the temple, 
and there, before the whole congregation, ſhame her L 
with what he faw o'er night, and ſend her home again 1 


without a huſband. 


oy Watch. We charge you, in the prince's name, ” 
ſtand. ; 
2 Watch. Call up the right maſter conſtable; we 1 
have here recovered the moſt dangerous piece of 0 
lechery, that ever was known in the common- wealth. ] 
rt Watch. And one Deformed is one of them; I 
know him, he wears a lock. the 
Conr. Mafters, maſters. * 
2 Warch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth * 
I warrant you. * 
Conr. Maſters— . | 
1 Watch, Never ſpeak, we charge you, let us obey an 
you to go with us. | | ne 
| Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of theſe men's bills. [ Exeunt, be 


SCENE, Leonato's Houſe. 

| Enter Hero and Margaret. 
Marg. Troth, I think your other dreſs were better, 
Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 
Marg. By my troth, it's not ſo good, and I war- hr 

rant your couſin will ſay fo. | 
Hero. My coufin's a fool, and thou art another, 

I'll wear none but this. th 
Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, 


W 
and your gown's a moſt rare faſhion, i faith. I ſaw h 
the ducheſs of Milan's gown that they praiſe ſo; 
but for a fine, "graceful, and excellent faſhion, 
yours is worth ten on't. 
Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my f 
heart is exceeding heavy. 2 


Marg. "Twill be heavier ſoon, by the weight of 
a huſband. ; 
Hero, Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd ? | 
Enter Beatrice. 1 
Hero. Good morrow, coz. ' 
Beat. Good morrow, ſweet Hero. 2 
Hero. Why, how now? Do you ſpeak in the ſick 6 
tune ? | : 
Beat. I am out of other tune, methinks. 'Tis 
almoſt five o'clock, couſin; tis time you were 
ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill; bey bo! 
Marg. For a hawk, a horſe, or a huſband ? 
eat. By my troth, I am ſick. 
Marg. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd carduus be- 
nedi&ns, and lay it to your heart; it is the-only, 
thing for a qualm. 
Beat. Bereditns! Why benedicus? You. have 
ſomE moral in this Benedictus. i | 
Marg. Moral! No, by my troth, I have no mo- 
ral meaning ; I meant plain holy-thiſtle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love; 
nay, by'r lady, I am not ſuch a fool to think what 


hot bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty. 
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Ilia; nor 11 not to think what 1 can; nor in- 
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deed 1 cannot tak, f I would think my heart out 
with thinking, that you are in love, or that you will 
be in love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick j 
was ſuch another, and now is he become a man z 
he ſwore he would never marry, and yet now, in 


"I a 


I3 


Dogh. Go, good partner, 80, get you to Francis a ' 


Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorm to the ; 


jail; we are now to examine thoſe men. 
Verg. And we muſt do it wiſely. | 
Dogb. We will ſpare for no wit, I warratit3 


deſpight .of bis heart, he eats his meat without | here's that ſhall. drive ſome of them to anen-comes 


grpdging 3 and how you may be converted, I know 
not, but methinks you look with your eyes as 
other women do. 

Beat, What pace is this thy tongue keeps? 

Marg. Not a falſe gallop. : 

Enter Urſula. 

Urſu. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the cunt, 
Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants 
of the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help me to dreſs me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Urſula, [ Exeunt, 

Enter Leonato, with Dog and Verges, 

Leon. What would you with me, honeſt neighbour ? 

Degb. Marry, Sir, I would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you, for you fee tis a buſy 
time with me, | 

Degb. Marry, this it is, Sir, 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, Sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends? 

Dogh. Goodman Verges, Sir, ſpeaks a little of 
the matter; an old man, Sir, and his wits are not 
ſv blunt, as God help I would defire they were; 
but, in faith, as honeſt as the ſkin between his 
brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank Heaven, I am as honeſt as 
any man living, that is an old man, and no ho- 
neſter than J. 

Degb. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, * 
hour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 


Dogb. It pleaſes your worſhip to ſay ſo, but we | 


are the poor duke's officers; but truly, for mine 
own part, if I were as tedious as a king, 1 could 
find in my heart to beſtow it all to your worſhip, 

Leon. All thy tediouſneſs on me, ha? 

Degh. Yea, and twice a thouſand times more 
than tis, for I hear as good exclamation on your 
worſhip as of any man in the city ; and though I be 
but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg. And ſo am I. 

Leon. 1 would fain know what you havs to ſay. 

Verg. Marry, Sir, our watch, to-night, except · 
ing your worſhip's preſence, bath ta'en a couple as 
urant knaves as any in Meſſina, 

Degb. A good old man, Sir; he will be talking, 
as they ſay; when the age is in, the wit ig out. 
Heaven help us, it is a world to ſee : well ſaid, 


I' faith, neighbour Verges; well, he's a good man; 


an two men ride an horſe, one muſt ride bekind ; 
an honeſt ſoul, i'faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as 
ever broke bread ; but Heaven is to be worſhipp'd ; 
all men are not Alike, alas, good neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too ſhort of 
Jou. : 

Degb. Gifts that Heaven gives. 


Leon. I muſt leave you. 


Degb. One word, Sir; our watch have, indeed, | 


comprehended two auſpicious perſons, and we 
would have them this morning examin'd before: 
your worſhip, 
Leen, Take their examination yourſelf, and bring 
4 me; I am now in great haſte, as may appear un- 
0 YOU, 
Dogb. It ſhall be ſuffigance. 6 


Leon. 


Only get the learned writer to ſet down our excome 
3 and meet me at the jail, - 


N 
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8 C E N E, a Church. 
Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudh 
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, &c, diſcovered, 


OME, Friar Franc ** be brief, only to 
the plain form of marriage, and you 
ſhall recount their particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come * my lord, to marry this 
lady ? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be marry'd to her, friarz you come * 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to 
this Count. 

Hero, I do. 

Friar. If either of you know. any inward i impe- 
diment, why you ſhould not be conjoin'd, I charge 
you, on your ſouls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord, 

Friar. Know you any, count? 

Leon. I dare make his anſwer, none. 

Claud. O what men dare do! what men maydel 
what men daily do! 

Bene. How now! Interjections 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar: father, by your leaves 
Will you, with free and unconſtrained foul, © 

ive me this maid your daughter ? | 

Len, As freely, ſon, as God did give her me 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, N 

worth 

May counterpoiſe this rich and precious gift? , 
Pedro. Nothing, unleſs you render heragain- 
Claud. Sweet Prince, you teach — 

fulneſs: | 
| There, Leonato, take her back again 3 
She's but the ſign and ſemblance of her Cons 
Behold, how like a maid the bluſhes here | | 
O, what authority and ſhew of truth, 
Can cunning fin cover itſelf withal ! 
She knows the heat of. a luxurious bedz 
Her bluſh is guiltineſs, not modeſty. ; 

Leon. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Claud. Not to ba marry'd; 

Not knit my ſoul to an approved wanton, 
| Leon, Dear my lord, if you '$ 
Have mave defeat of her virginity 

Claud. No, Leonato, 

I never attempted her with word too 
But as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhew'd 
Baſhful fincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And ſeem d I ever otherwiſe to you? 

j Claud. Out on thy ſeeming, I will write againtie; 
You ſeem to me as Dian in her orb, 

As chaſte as is the bud, ere it be blown: 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Venus, or thoſe pamper'd animals 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 

| Hero. ls my loft well, that he doth ſpeak ſo widet 


— 


2 


Leon, Drink oun , ere yon go: — you 
Il, {Exit Leon. 


Leon. Sweet prince, why ſpeak not aut 
Pedro. What ſhall I ſpeak ? | 
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1 fand diſhonout'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common ſtale, 

Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dream 

Fobn. Sir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things 

a ate true. ä . 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True! O Heav'n! 25 

Clauu. Leonato, ſtand J here? 

Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother? 

Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own ? + 
LT con. All this is ſo; but what of this, my lord? 

Claud. Let me but move one queſtion to your 

daughter, 5 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 

Leon. 1 charge thee do fo, as thou art my child. 

Hero. O Heav'n defend me, how am I beſet! 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 

Claud. To make you anſwer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 

Hero herſelf can blot out Hero's virtue. 

What man was he talk'd with you, yeſternight, 
Under your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you can, anſwer to this, 

Hero. 1 talk'd with no man, at that hour, my lord. 

Pedro. Leonato, ' 

T am forry you muſt hear; upon mine honour, 
Myſelf, my brother, and this grieved Count, 
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Into a pit of ink, that the wide fed ET 


Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient; 

For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder, 

I know not what to ſay. f | 

Heat. O, on my foul, my couſin is beſied. 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laſt night? 
Bear. No truly, not; altho', until laſt night, 

T have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd! O, that is ſtronger 

made, 

Which was before darr'd up with ribs of iron. 

Would the prince lye? and Claudio, would he lye? 

Who !oy'd her fo, that, ſpeaking of her foulneiz, 

Walſn'd it with tears? Hence, from her, let her ie, 
Friar, Hear me, alittle; \ 

For 1 have only ſilent been ſo long, 

And given way unto this courſe of fortune, 

By noting of the lady. I haye mark'd _ 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 

To ſtart into her face; a thouſand innocent ſhames, 

In angel whiteneſs, bear away thoſe bluſhes; 

And in her eye there hath, appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that thefe princes hold 

Againſt her maiden truth, Catl me a fool, 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſervation, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this ſweet lady lie not guiltteſs here, 

Under ſome hiting error. 
Leon. Friar, it cannot be: 


Did ſee her, hear her, at that hour, laſt night, Thou ſeeſt that all the grace that ſhe hath tef:, 


Talk with a ruffian, at her chamber-window, 
Who hath indeed, moſt like a liberal viilain, 
Confeſs'd the vile encounters they have had, 
A thouſand times, in ſecret. | 
Jabn. Fie, fie, they are not to be nam'd, my lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of; 2 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them Thus, pretty lady, 
I am ſorry for thy much miſgovernment. 
Claud. O Hero! what an angel hadſt thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counſels of thy heart? 
But, fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fiir! 5 
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 
Ant on my eyelids ſhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious, 
Seon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me? 
| Hero faints, 
Bene. Look to the lady. 
Beat. Why how now, couſin; wherefore fink 
you down ? : | 
Jebn. Come, let us go; theſe things come thus 
Smother her ſpirits up, [to light, 
| FExeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claud. 
Bene. How doth the lady? 
Beat. Dead, I think; help, uncle! 
Hero! why, Hero! uncle! Signior Benedick ! friar! 
Leon. O fate! take not away thy heavy hand; 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame, . 
That may be with'd for. 
Beat. How now, coufin Hero ? 
Friar. Have comfort, lady. 
Leon. Doſt thou look up? 
gk Yea, wherefore ſhould ſhe not ? 
| . Wherefore? why doth not every earthly 
.Cry ſhame upon her? could ſhe here deny {thing 
"The ſtory that is printed in her blood? * 
Griey'd I, I had but one? 
Ehid 1 for that at frugal nature's frame) 
I've one too mucb, by thee, 8 | 
Qb! the is ffn 


Vet, by ming honour, I will deal in this, 


1s, that ſhe will not add to her damnation, 
A fin of perjury: ſhe not denies it; 
Why ſeek'ft thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appears in proper nakedneſs? 
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. They know that do accuſe me, I know 
If I know more of any man alive, [ none: 
Than that which maiden modeſty doth warraat, 
Let all my fins lack mercy! O, my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd, _ 
At hours unmeet, or that I, yeſternight, 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death, 
Friar. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the 
princes. 4 wn 
Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour, 
And if their wiſdoms be miſted in this, 
The practice of it lives in John the Baſtard, 
Whoſe ſpirits toil in frame of villainies. 
N know not: if they ſpeak but truth of 
45 er, f 
Theſe hands ſhall tear her; if they wrong her ho- 
The proudeſt of them ſhall well hear of it. [nour, 
Friar. Pauſe awhile, 
And let my counſel ſway you in this cafe, 
Your daughter, Lady Hero, left for dead; 
Let her awhile be ſecretly kept in, 
And publiſh it that ſhe is dead indeed. 


| do? 


Change ſlander to remorſe; [half, 
But not for that dream I on this ſtrange courſe, 
ut on this travail look for greater birth: 
And ſhe thus dying, N 
Upon the inſtant that ſhe was acc us'd, 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd, 
Of ev'ry hearer; fo will it fare with Claudio. 
Bene, Good Leonato, let the friar adviſe you: 
And though you know my inwardnefs and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 


Hath drops too few to walk her clean again, 


Leon. What ſhall become of this? What will this 


Friar. Marry, this well carry'd, ſhall, on her be- 
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As ſecretly and juſtly, as you#ſoul 
Should with your body. 45 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The ſmalleſt twine may lead me. 

Fiiar.. "Tis well conſented, preſently away. 

A grie vous wound requires a deſperate cure. 

Come, lady, die to live; this wedding-day, 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd; have patience, and 
endure. . : Exeunt. 
Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you weptall this while ? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer, 

Bene. I will not deſire that. 

Beat. You have no reaſon, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair couſin is 

wrong' d. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of 
me that would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no ſuch friend. 

Bene. May a man do it? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world ſo well as 
jou; is not that ſtrange? | 

Beat. As ſtrange as the thing I know not; it were 
as poſſible for me to ſay, I loved nothing ſo well as 
jou; but believe me not; and yet I lye not; I con- 
feſs nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am ſorry for 
my couſin. 

Bene, By my ſword, Beatrice, thou loveſt me. 

Beat. Do not ſwear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will ſwear by it, that you love me; and 
I will make him eat it; that ſays 1 love you not, 

Beat. Will you not eat your word? | 

Bene. With no ſauce that can be deviſed to it; 1 
proteſt I love thee, 

Beat, Why, then, Heav'n forgive me. 

Bene. What offence, ſweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have ſtaid me in a happy hour; I was 
about to proteſt I lov'd you. 

Bere, And do it, with alt thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with ſo much of my heart, that 
none is left to proteſt, 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha! Not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny; farewel, 

Bene. Tarry, ſweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here; there is no love 
in you; nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene, Beatrice! 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends, firſt. 

Beat. You dare eaſier be friends with me, than 
icht wich mine enemy. : 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat, Is he not approved in the height a villain? 
that hath Nander'd, ſcorn'd, diſhonour'd my kinſ- 
woman! O that I were a man! What, bear her in 
hand, until they come to take hands, and then with 
public accuſation, uncover'd flander, unmitigated 
nancour.— 0, Heaven, that I were a man! I would 
tat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. | 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window -a pro- 
per ſaying ! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero! ſhe is wrong' d, the is ſlander'd, 
de is undone, 3 

Bene. But * 

Beat. Princes and counts! ſorely a princely teſ- 
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ſurely! O that 1 were a man, for his ſake! or that 
I had any friend would be a man, for my ſake ! 
But manhood is melted into courteſies, valour inte 
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, 
and trim ones, too. He is now as valiant as Her- 
cules, that only tells a lye, and ſwears it ; I can- 
not be a man with wiſhing, therefore I will die a 
woman with grieving. | 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice; by this hand, 1 
love thee. 
Beat. Uſe it, for my love, ſome other way than 
ſwearing by it. | 4 
Bere. Think you in your ſoul the Count Claudio 
hath wrong'd Hero ? 
Beat. Yea, as ſure as I have a thought or a ſoul. 
Bene. Enough; I am engag'd, I will challenge 
him. 1 will kiſs your hand, and fo leave you 5 


by this hand, Claudio ſhall render me dear acedunt; 


as you hear of me, ſo think of me. Go, comfort 
your couſin; I muſt ſay ſhe's dead; and ſo, fare- 
wel. [ Exeunts. 
Enter Dogberry, Verg*s, Borachio, Conrade, the 
Town-Clerk and Sexton in Cons. 
To. Cl, Is our whole diſſembly appear'd ? 
Degb. O, a ſtool and cuſhion for the ſexton | 
Sext. Which be the malefaQors ? 
Verg. Marry, that am I and my partner. 20 
Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhi- 
bition to examine. 
Sext. But which are the offenders, that are to 
be examin'd ? Let them come before maſter town- 
clerk,” | 
To. Cl. Yea, marry, let them come before me.- 
— What is your name, friend? f 
Bora. Borachio. 
To. Cl. Pray write down Borachio, — Yours, 
firrah ? 
C:nr. I am a gentleman, Sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 
To. Cl. Write down, maſter gentleman Conrade. 
Mafters, do you ferve heav'n ? 
Both. Yea, Sir, we hope. 
To. Cl. Write down, that they hope they ſerve 
heaven : and write heaven firſt ; for heaven defend, 
but heav'n ſhould go before ſuch villains —Maſters, 
it is proved already that you are little better than 
falſe knaves, and it will go near to be thought ſo, 
ſhortly ; how anſwer you for yourſelves ? | | 
Conr. Marry, Sir, we ſay we are none. | 
To. Cl. A marvellous witty fellow, I aſſure you, 
but I will go about with him. Come you hither, 
firrah ; a word in your ear, Sir; I ſay to you, it is 
thought you are falſe knaves. 
Berg. Sir, 1 ſay to you, we are none. ; 
To. CI. Well, and afide ; *fore heaven they arp 
both in a tale: have you writ down that they are 
none ? g 
Sert. Maſter town-clerk, you go not the way to 
examine; you muſt call the watch, that are thei 
accuſers. 
To. Cl. Yea, marry, that's the eaſieſt way; let 
the watch come forth. — Maſters, I charge you in 
the prince's name, accuſe theſe men. 
| Enter Watchmen, 
1 Watch. This man ſaid, Sir, that Don John, 
the prince's brother, was a villain, 
To. CI. Write down, Prince Jobn a villain z why 
this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother villai 
Bora. Maſter town- clerk. me” 
To. Cl. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not like 
thy look, I promiſe thee. 
Sexton, What heard you him ſay elſe? 
e . 32-08 


1 


lmony, a goodly count-comfeRt, a ſyecyfgaliant, 


_ 
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And aid him ſpeak, to me of patience; 


Make thoſe that do offend, you ſuffer too. [ fo. 


16 
- 2 Watch, Marry, chat he had received a thou- 
ſand ducats of Don John, for accuſing the Lady 
Hero wrongfully, ST. 5 
„To. Cl. Flat burglary as ever was committed. 
Dogb. Ves, by th' maſs, that ic is. 
Sexton. What elſe, fellow? | 
I Watch, And that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſem- 
bly; and not marry her. — 4 
To, Cl. O, villain! thou wilt be condemn'd into 
everlaſting redemption for this. 3 
Sexton. What elſe? 2 
2 Watch. This is all. * 1 
Sexton. And this is more, maſters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning ſecretly ſtol'n 
away: Hero was in the manner accus'd, and in this 
very manner refus'd; and upon the grief of this, ſud- 
denly died. Maſter conſtable, let theſe men be 
bound and brought to Leonato; I will go before, and 
ſhew him their examination. « [Zxit. 
Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd.——Come, 
bind them. Thou naughty varlet! 
Conr, Away, you are an aſs, you are an aſs. 
Degh. Doſt thou not ſuſpe& my place? Doſt thou 
not ſuſpect my years? O that he were here to write 
me down an aſs! but, maſters, remember that I am 
an aſs, though. it, be not written down, yet forget 
not that I am an aſs; no, thov villain, thou art tull 
of piety, as ſhall be prov'd upon thee, by good wit- 
neſs; 1 am a wiſe fellow, and which is more, an of- 
ficer; and which is more, an houſholder; and which 
is more, as pretty a piece of fleſh as any in Meſſina, 
and one that knows the law; go to; and a rich fel- 
low enough; go to; and a fellow that hath had loſ- 
ſes, and one that hath two gowns, and every thing 
— about him. Bring him away. O that I 
ad been writ down an aſs! . [ Zxeun:. 
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SCENE, before Leonato's Houſe, 
Enter Leonato and Antonio. 
Ant. F you go on thus, you will kill yourſelf, 
I And tis not wiſdom thus to ſecond grief 
Hgainſt yourſelf, 2 | 
Legs. I pray thee, hold thy peace; 


Give not me counſel, ek 
5 let no comfort e'er delight mine ear, 


t ſuch a one whole wrongs doth ſuit with mine: 
ing me a father that ſo,jov'd bis child, _, 
Whoſe joy of her is overwhelm'd like me, 


Ne, no, tis all men's office, to ſpeak patience, 
„ thoſe that wrigg under the load of iorrow; 
ut no man's virtue nor ſufficiency 


To be ſo moral, when he ſhall-endure | | 


The like himſelf; therefore give me no counſel. 


Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ, | 


L eon. I pray thee, peace; Iwill be fleſh and blood; 

For there was never yet philoſopher, 

That could endure. the tooth - ch patiently ;_ 

However they have writ the; file of gods, 

And made à piſh at change and ſufferance. 
Ant. Vet. bend not all the harm upon yourſelf, | 


Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon ; nay, I will do 
y ſoul doth tell me Hero is beled, 


And that ſhall Claudio know, fo ſhall the prince, | 
And all of them that thus diſhonour her. N 
Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. | 


% 
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Pedro. Good den, e den, . 
Claud. Good day to both of you; 
Leon. Hear you, my lords! | 


| | Pedro. We have ſome hafte, Leonato. 3 


Leon. Some haſte, my lord! well, fare you well, 
my lord. _—_ 
Are you ſo haſty, now? Well, all is one. | 
Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 8 9 5 
Ant. If he could tight himſelf with quarreling, 
Some of us would lie low. Fae : 
Claud. Who wrongs him, Sir? 3 
Leon. Marry, thou doſt wrong me, thou diſſem. 
bler thou! | | 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
fear thee not. 
Claud. Marry, beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of fear; 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 
Leon, Tuſh, tuſk, man, neyer fleer and jeſt at me; 
I ſpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool, 
As under privilege of age to brag | 
What L have done being young, or what would do 
Were Inot old: know, Claudio, to thy kead, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey bairs and bruiſe cf many days, 
Do challeng= thee to trial of a man; 
I fay, thou haſt belied my innocent child, 
Thy ſlander hath gone through and thruugh her heart, 
And ſhe lies bury'd with her anceſtors; 
O, in a tomb where never ſcandal ſlept, 
Save this of her's, fram'd by tay villainy! 
Claud. My villainy ! 
Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I ſay, 
Pedro. You ſay not right, old mau. 
Leon. My lord, my lord, 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare; 
Deſpight his nice fence, and his active practice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luſtihood, 
Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 
Leon. Canſt thou fo daffe me? Thou haſt kill'd 
| my child; " 
If thou kil'' me, boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
Ant. He ſhall kill two of us, and men indeed; 
But that's no matter, let him kill one firſt; 
Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me. 
Come, follow me, boy, follow me: 
[il whip you from your foining fence ; 
Navy, as I am a gentleman, I will, 
' Leon, Brother | 
Ant. Content yourſelf; Heav'n knows 1 loy'd 
| my niece, 


| And ſhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains, 


That dare as well anſwer a man, indeed, 
As I-dare take a ſerpent by the tongue! 
Boys, *apes, braggarts, jacks, milkſops! 
Leon. Brother Anthony ! 
Ant. Hold you content: what, man! I know 
them, yea, | 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoſt ſcruple: 
Scrainbling, out-facing, faſhion-mongering boys, 
That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and flandery 
And ſpeak of half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durſt 
And this is all. 
Leon. But, brother Anthony! 
Ant. Come, tis no matter, 
Do not you meddle; let me deal in this. 
Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake you 
patience. 


Art. Here come the prince and Claudio, haſtily. 
4 


My beart is ſorry for your apes. death; ke? 
But, on my honour, e was charg with nothing 


| 


— es DOA and 


- 


„ 


| Joy'd 


'Heav'n'be thank'd; hett not. My lord, for your 


. 4% , * 


Bot what was „te, full of ta 
Leon. My lord, ma ny fu 
Pedro. I will not hear yo. | 
Lean, No! come, brother, away; I will be heard. 
Ant: And thall, or ſome of us will ſmart for-it, 
' [Exeunt both, 


mug Benedick. ; 


Pedro. See, ſee, here comes the man vu vent to 
ſeek, — 

Claud. Now, ſignior, what hews? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

Pedro. Welcome, fignior ; you are almoſt come 
10 part almoſt a fray. 

Claud. We had ae to have had our two noſes 
ſnapt off, by two old men without teeth. | 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother; what think f 
thou? Had we fought, doubt we ſhould have been 
too young for them. 2 

Bene. In a falſe quarrel Ae is no true val 1 
came to ſeek you both. 

Cland. We have been up and town to ſeek thee, 
for we are high-proof melancholy,- and would fain 
have it beaten away: wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Bene. It is in my ſcabbard; ſhall I draw it? 

Claud. I will bid thee draw; as we do the wün- 
ſtrels; draw to pleaſure us. 

Pedro. As I am an honeſt man; he looks pale: 
art thou fick, or angry? 

Claud. What! courage, man; what tho' care kill'd 
a cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to hall care. 
Bene. Sir, I ſhall meet your wit in the career; if 
you charge it agaipſt me. I pray 2 ehuſe aner, 
ſabject. A don't like it. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more: 
think he be angry, indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his kur- 
dle. 

Bene. Shall T ſpeak a word in your ear? 

Claud. Bleſs me from a challenge! nan 

Bene. You area villain; I jeſt not. I will 180 
it good, how you dare, and what you dare, and when 
you dare. Do me right, or I will proteſt your; 
cowardice. - You have kill'd a ſweet lady, and her 
death ſhall fall heavy on you, Let me hear from 

ou. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, fo 1 may have 
good chear. | 

Pedro. What, a feaſt * 4 | 

Claud. I faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to a 
calf's-head; the "which if I do not carve moſt cu- 
riouſly, lay my knife's-naught. 

Bene: Sir, your wit ambles well, it goes eaſily: 

Pedro. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage bull's 
horns on the ſenſible Benedick's head? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here on 
Benedick, the martied man.“ 

Bene. Fare you well, boy, you know my mindz I 
will leave you now, to your goſſip-like humour; you 
break jeſts, as braggarts do their blades, which, 
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many-couttefies, 1 thank you; 1 muſt diccontinue 
your company; your brother, the baſtard, is fled from 
Meſlina; you have among you kill'd a ſweet and in- 
nocent lady, For my lord lack-beard there, he and 1 
wall meet; and till then, peace be with him 
[Exit B Benedick. 
Pedro, He is in earneſt. 
Claud. In moſt profound earneſt ; and, ry at 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 
Peco. And hath challeng's thee ? 
* Moſt —_— 


erb Ado about Nothing 2 


Pedro. 
in his doublet and hoſe, and 


| meant to dilgrace her, when you ſhould 


| Has kili'd mine innocent child ? 


3 N 


2 man ls when he go 
ves off his wit! 


Enter. N. Verges, Conrade and — 


guarded. 
Pedro. Bur ſoft you, did he not fo my brothet 
* 


oy Come, you, Sirs if Juſtice cannot teme 
you, ſhe 


thall ne er weigh more reaſons in her ba- 
lance z nay, if you be a curſing hypocrite once, yoo 
muſt be look d to. 
Pedro. How , now! two of my brother's men 
bound? Borachio one! 1 
Gland. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 
Pedro. Officers, what offence have theſe men. 


done ? 


Dogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed falſe re- 


port; moreover they have ſpoken untruths; ſecon- 
darily, they are ſanders; fixthly and laſtly, they 


have bely'd a lady; thirdly, they have verify'd un- 


juſt things; and to conclude, they are lying knaves, 


Pedro. Firſt, I aſk thee what they have done; 


thirdly, I aſk thee what's their offence ; ſixthly and 


laſtly, why they are committed; m_ to EIS 


| what you lay to their charge? 


Claud. Rightiy reafon'd, and in his own awifon, 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, maſters} that 
you are thus bound to your anſwer ? This learned 
conſtable is too cunning to be underſtood- What's 
vour offence? * 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine 
anſwer; do you heat me, and let this count f 
me: I have deceived even your very eye; hat 
your wiſdoms could not diſcover, theſe ſhallow fodks 
| have brought to light, who, in the night, — 2 
heard me confeſſing to this man, how Don 
your brother, incens 4 me ta ſlander the lady 
how you were brought into the orchard, and ſi 
me court Margaret, in Hero's garment; how you 
marry Her. 
My villainy they have upot tecord, which I Bad ra- 
ther ſeal with my death, ; thafi' repeat over to my 
ſhame. The lady je Genc, upon mine and 
maſter's falſe accuſation : and, briefly, 1 defire 
thing but the reward of a villain. | 

Pedro. Runs mo this — like iron through 
your blood; 

Claud. I have oak poiſon, v while he utter'd it. 

Pedro. But did my brother ſet thee on to this ? 

Bora. Yea, paid me nchiy for the practice of i its 

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery 
And fled he is, upon thiv'vitlainy. - 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 


la the rare ſemblance that I lov'd it firſt. 


Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs. . By this 
time our ſexton hath reform'd Signior Leonato ef 
the matter; and, maſters; do not forget to ſpecify, 
when time and place ſhall ſerve, that I am an aft. 

Verg. Here, here comes maſter Signior Looney 
and the ſexton too. 

Enter Leonato, Sexton, and Servants. _ 

Leon. Which is the villain?” Let me fee his eyes, 
That when I note another man like him, 
may avoid him. Which of theſe is he? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look 

on me. 

Leon: Art thou, art thog the fave, that with 

thy breath 

Bora. Yea, even I atone. * 

Leen. No, not ſo, villain, thou bely'ſt thyſelf; 
Here ſtand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it. 
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1 you, princes, for my daughter's death; 
Record i it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience ; 
Yet I may ſpeak. Chuſe your revenge yourſelf ; 
Impoſe on me what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin. | Vet, I — 7 not, 0 
But in miſtaking. 

Pedro. By my ſoul, nor I; * 

And yet, to ſatisfy this good old . 
would bend under any heavy weight 
at he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live 2 
That were impoſſible. But, I pray you both, 
Poſſeſs the people in Mefiina here, 

How innocent the dy d. 

Come you to my houſe, 3 
And fince you could not be my ſon-in-law, 

Be yet my nephew. My brother hath a daughter, 
Almoſt a copy of my child that's dead, 

And ſhe alone is heir to both of us. 

Give her the right you ſhould have given her n 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble Sir! 

Yont over-kindneſs doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer; and diſpoſe ' 
For henceforth of poor Claudio, 

Tess. I will expect your coming. 


(Exit Pedro. oo Claud, | 
This naughty man | 


Shall, face to face be brought to Margaret, . 
Who, I believe, was pack d in all this wrong, 
Hir'dto/it by Don Jahn 

Berg. No, by my ſoul, ſhe was not; 

Nor knew not what the did, when the ſpoke to me, 
13 always hath, been juſt and virtuous, 3 
any thing that {'dodenow by her. | 

Degb. Moreover, Sir, which, indeed, is not under! 
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, 
did cell me aſs; I beſeech you, let it be remem- 
bered in his puniſhment; and alſo, the watch heard 
them talk of one Demed; I pray you examine 
him upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeſt pains. 
i» Del. Y gur worſhip ſpeaks like a moſt thankful 
and reverend youth; and [I praife heav*n' for you. : 

Leon. There's for thy pains, - 6 

0 Doenb. Heav n ſave the foundation! 
Lean, Go, W 8 thy priſoner 3 3 and 
1 thank thee, b (1617 ÞD 

* 5. 1 leave an erviant knave with your n- 

es dh I beſeech your worſhip to corre „our- 
ſelf, for the example of others. Heav'n keep your 
worſhip ; 1 with your worlhip well. Heav'n reſtore 
vou to health; I humbly give you leave to depart ; 
and if a merry meeting may be wiſh'd, Heav'n pro- 
bibit it. Come neighbour. 

a [ Exeunt Dogberry and Conſtable. 
| Leon: Bring you theſe fellows, on, we'll tal with 
Margaret, | 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 
| [EZ xeunt. 
SCE N E Leonato's Houſe. 
- Enter Benedick and Margaret. 


Bene. Pray thee, ſweet miſtreſs Margaret, de- 
ſerve well at my e by helping me to the ſpeech 
of Beatrice. 


Marg. Will you che write me a ſonnet, in 
raiſe of my beauty ? 

Bene. In fo high a 1 ſtyle, Margaret, that no man 

living ſhall come over it; for in moſt comely truth, 


Mich "Ads about: Nothing? 


| hall I always keep. 


E 3%. 
Sn rn? a 


ve ſtairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 

mouth, it catches. 

Mars. And yours as blunt as the fencer $ foils; 

which hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A moſt manly wit, Margaret, it will not 

hurt a woman; and fo I pray thee, call Beatrice, 

Marg. Well, 1 will call Beatrice to y. 
[Exit Margaret, 

Bene. ¶ Sings. ] The ged of love, that fits above, 

No, I cannot ſing; but, for loving, Leander the 

good ſwimmer, Lrolius, iſt employer of pan. 

dars, and a whole book full of theſe quondam cate 


Marg, To have 


| | pet-mongers, whoſe names yet run ſmoothly in the 


even road of a blank verſe, why, they neyer were ſo 
truly turn'd over and over, as my.poor ſelf, in love. 
Matry, I cannot ſhew it in rhime; 1 have try'd, I 
find no rhime to /ady, but baby, an innoceat's 
hit; tor ſchool,” fool, a babling chime; for ſcorn, 
horn, a hard rhime; very ominous endings: no, I 
was not born under a-rhiming planet, for L cannot 
wop in feſtival terms. js. 2% 


Enter Beatrice. 8 
Sweet Beatrice, wouldſt thou come 5 I call 


| thee? 


Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me. 
Bene. O, ſtay but till then. | 
Beat. Then ie ſpoken: fare you well now z and 


ö yet, erg I go, let me go with that I came for, which 


is, with knowing what bath paſt between you and 
Claudio. , 

Bene. Only foul words, and da en 1 wil 
.kiſs thee. 

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and. foul 
wind js but foul breath, ans foul breath is noiſome; 
therefore I will depart unkiſs'd. 

Bene. Thou baſt frighted the word out of its 
right ſenſe, ſo forcible is thy wit; but I muſt tell 
thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge, and, 
either 1 muſt ſhortly hear from him, or I will ſub- 
ſcrive him a coward. And 1 pray thee now tell 
me, for which, of my bad parts didſt thou . fall 
in love With me? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain d fo 
politic a ſtate of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of my good parts did you firit ſuffer love for me? 

Bene, Sutter love ! ' a good epithet. I do ſuffer 
love, indeed, tor I love [thee againſt my will. 

Beat. In ſpite of your heart, I think. Alas! 
poor heart] if you ſpire it for my ſake, L will ſpite 
it for yours; for I will never love that which my 
friend bates. 

Bene. Thou and 1 are too wiſe to woo peaceably. 

Bear. It apprars not in this confeſſion, There's 
not one wiſe man among twenty that will praiſe 
himſelf... 
| | Bexc. An old, an old inſtance, Beatrice, that 
liv'd in the time af good neighbours, If a man do 
not erect, in this age, his own tomb, ere he dies, 
he ſhall live no longer in monuments than the dell 
ring and the widow weeps. | 

Beat. And how long is that, think you? 

Bene. Why, an hour in clamgur, and a quarter 
rheum ; therefore, it is moſt expedient for the wile, 
if Don Worm (his conſcience). find no impediment 
to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his, own vit- 
tues, as I am to myſelf, So much for praiſing my 
ſelf, who, I myſelf will bear witneſs, is praiſe · vo · 
thy. And now, tell me, how doth yaur uo 


thou gecicrveſt it, 


4 Beat. Very | ill. 


Ti 


S „ ow 


he wile, 
ediment 
dun Vit- 
ſing my 
iſe · ot · 
puſin ! 


Bene. And how 6 yo. N 2 | 
\” Fear: Very ith wo” Of 

| JJ ͤ Roo. 

Bene. Say your prayers, love me, and mend; 
there will 1 leave you too, for here comes one in 
haſte. c 

Urſu. Madam, you muſt come to your uncle: it 
js proved my Lady Hero hath been falſely, accus'd, 
the prince and Claudio mightily abus d, and Don 

ohn is the author of all, who is fled and gone. 
Beat. Will you go hear this news, Signior ? 
Bene. 1 will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and 
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And got acalf in that ſame noble feat, _ 


Much like to you, for you have juſt his bleats | 
O, here they come. ro OD \ 


Claud. Which is the lady I muſt ſeize upon? 

Ant. This ſame is ſhe, and I do give you her. 

Claud. Why, then, ſhe's mine. Sweet, let me 
ſee your face? 

Leon. No, that you ſhall not, till you take herhand, 

Before this friar, and (we +r to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand; before this holy friar, 

I am your huſband, if you like of me. 


be bury'd in thy hearty and moreover, Iwill go 
with thee to thy uncle. $ / [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 2 Salon in Leonato's Houſe, 
Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urſula, An- 
tonio, Friar, and Hero. 
Friar. Did not I tell you ſhe was innocent? 
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac- 
cus'd her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated. 
But Margaret was in ſome fault for this, 
Although againſt her will, as it appears, 
Ant. Well, Iam glad that all things ſort ſo well. 
Bene. And ſo am I, being elſe by faith enfore'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourſelves ; 
And when I ſend for you, come hither maſk'd. * 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To viſit me. Vou know your office, brother; 
Yo muſt be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. | Exeunt Ladies« 


Art. Which Iwill do with confirm'd countenance. | 


Bene, Friar, I muſt entreat your pains, I think. 
Friar. To do what, Signior ? . 
Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. 
—Signior Leonato, truth it is, good Signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, tis moſt 
true. f ” 


Leon, The fight whereof, I think, you had 
from me, nt 
From Claudio, and the prince. But what's your 


will ? 

Bene. Your anſwer, 1 enigmatical; 
But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May ſtand with ours, this day, to be conjoin'd 
I th' tate of honourable marriage, 
In which, good friar, I ſhall defire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your liking, 

Friar. And my help. 


Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Pedro. Hail to this fair aſſembly. 

Leon. We here attend you. Are you ſtill de- 

termin'd 
To marry with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud..1'll hold my mind, were the an Ethiop. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready. 

Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick. Why, what's 

the matter, 
That you have ſuch a February face, 
Jo full of froſt, of ſtorm and cloudineſs ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the ſavage bull. 
Tuſh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And ſo all Europe ſhall rejoice at thee : 

Az once Europa did at luſty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beaſt in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low, 


Hero. And when I liv'd, I was your other wife. 
| [Unmaſting. 
And when you lov'd, you were my other h d. 
Claud. Another Hero? 
Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dy'd defil'd, but I de live; 
And ſurely, as I live, I am a maid. 
Pedro. The former Hero! Hero, chat is dead! 
Leon. She dy'd, my lord, but whiles her ſlander 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify. [liv'd. 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
I'll tell thee largely of fair Hero's death 
Meantime, let wonder ſeem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us preſently. 
Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Whick is Beatrice? 
Beat. I anſwer to that name. What is your will 
Bene. Do not you love me? 
Why, no; no more than reaſon. 
Bene. Why then your uncle, and the prince, and 


Beat. Do ngt you love me? 

Bene. Troth, no; no more than reaſon. - 
Beat. Why, then my couſin Margaret and Ur- 
ſula are much deceiv'd; for they did ſwear you did. 
Bene. They ſwore you were almoſt fick for me. 


Bene. 'Tis no matter. Then you do not love me? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompence. 


1” Leon. Come, coufin, I am ſure you love the gen- 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. |- 


tleman. \ 
Claud. And Ill be ſworn upon it, that he loves 


For here's a paper writtq in his hand, Ther 
A halting ſonnet, of hisfown pure brain 
Faſhion'd to Beatrice, \ 


Hero. And here's another, 


Bene. A miracle! here's our own hands againſt 


our hearts. Come, I will have thee; but, by this 


light, I take thee for pity. 
Beat. I would yet deny you; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great perſuaſion, and partly to 


ſumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will ſtop your mouth. 

Pedro. How doſt thou, Benedick, the married man? 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit - 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Doſt 
thou think I care for a ſatire, or an epigram? No: 
if a man will be beaten with brains, he ſhall wear 
nothing handſome about him. In brief, fince 1 do 
purpoſe to marry, Iwill think nothing to any pur - 
poſe that the world can ſay againſt it: and there- 
fore, never flout at me, for what I have ſaid againft 


cluſion. For thy part, Claudio, I did think to have 

beaten thee, but in that thou art like to be my 

kinſman, live unbruis'd, and love my couſin. 
Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldſt have denied 


And lome ſuch ſtrange bull leap'd your father's cow, 


Beatrice, that I might have cudgell'd thee, 


Euter Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and Urſula, maft'd. | 


Claudio, have been deceiv'd; they ſwore you did. 


Writ in my couſin's hand, ſtolen from her pocket, 
| Containing her affection unto Benedick. | 


it; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
* 


Beat. They ſwore you were well-nigh dead for me. 


ſave your life; for, as I was told, you were in a con- 


Bene. Coma, come, we are faiends.. Let's have 
a dane, ere we are marry' d, that we. may ar 
our own hearts, and our wives' heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 
Bene. Firſt, o“ my word; therefore, play muſic. 
Prince, thou art ſad; get thee a wife, get thee a 
wife there is no ſtaff more reverend, than one tipt 
with born. | 
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